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The Baron solemnly protested on his honour, that although
this sort of jesting had considerably displeased him, and the con-
duct of his Lordship the Count had not heen the friendliest, yet he
had got over the affair; and with respect to the misfortune which
had come upon the poet, or pasquinader, or whatsoever his title
might be, he knew absolutely nothing, and had not the most remote
concern in it.
The operations of the strangers, and the general commotion of
the house, soon effaced all recollectiou of the matter; and so, with-
out redress, the unlucky favourite had to pay dear for the satisfac-
tion of pluming himself, a short while, in feathers not his own.
Our troop, regularly acting every night, and on the whole very
decently treated, now began to make more clamorous demands, the
better they were dealt with. Ere long their victuals, drink, attend-
ance, lodging, grew inadequate; and they called upon the Baron,
their protector, to provide more liberally for them, and at last
make good those promises of comfortable entertainment, which he
had been giving them so long. Their complaints grew louder; and
the efforts of our Mend to still them more and more abortive.
Meanwhile, excepting in rehearsals and hours of acting, Wil-
helm scarcely ever came abroad. Shut up in one of the remotest
chambers, to which Mignon and the Harper alone had free access,
he lived and moved in the Shakspearean world, feeling or knowing
nothing but the movements of his own mind.
We have heard of some Enchanter summoning, by magic for-
mulas, a vast multitude of spiritual shapes into his cell. The con-
jurations are so powerful that the whole space of the apartment is
quickly full; and the spirits crowding on to the verge of the little
circle which they must not pass, around this, and above the mas-
ter's head, keep increasing in number, and ever whirling in per-
petual transformation. Every corner is crammed, every crevice is
possessed. Embryos expand themselves, and giant forms contract
into the size of nuts. Unhappily the Black-artist has forgot the
counter-word, with which he might command this flood of sprites
again to ebb.
So sat Wilhelm in his privacy; with unknown movements, f
thousand feelings and capacities awoke in him, of which he fo
merly had neither notion nor anticipation.    Nothing could all?
him from this state; he was vexed and restless if any one presx>
to come to him, and talk of news or what was passing in the *
Accordingly he scarce took notice of the circumstance'

